~ The Tragedie 

Haft, So profpcrI,as7 fweare pcrfca loue. 

A<«. And I,as7 loue Haftings with ifiyhearf, 

Kf», m/adam,yonr felfe arc not exempt in this, 
Noryour fonne porfet,Buclcingham,noryou, 

Yon hauc beene faftious one againfl t ie other; 

Wife, lone Lord Hanmgs.lcthimkiireyour hand, 

And whatyou do,do it vnfaincdly; 

^ HcreHaftings.I will nciier more remember 
Our former hatred, fothriuc I and mine. 

Dor^ 1 hus entercliange of loue,! here proteft 
Vpon my part lhall be vnuiolable, 

Ha. And fo fweare I my Lord. 

wSh rcale thou this league, 

Widi thy embracements to my wiues allies, 

And make me happie in your vnitic. 

Bhc. When cuer Z?uckingham doth turnc his hate 
Onpujor YGurs, but with all dutious loue 
Doth chenfh you and yours, God punift me 
With hate, in thofe where I expert moil loue. 

When /haue mortneede to iraploy a friend. 

And moft Allured that he is a friend, 

peepe,hollow,trccherouf,andfullofauiIc 

Be he vnto mc,rhis do I besge of God 
When/ am coldin zcale to^u oryoJrs. 

A plcafing cordiall princely Buckin’e^ham 
^ this thy vowe vnto my (ickly heart t “ * 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here 

7b make the perfertperiodofthis peace. ' 

... Glocefttr. 

Andjn good timeherccomes thenobleDuke 
Gto, Good morrow to my foueraigne kino and a ueln^ 
And princely pccres.a happie time of day ® ^ ^ 

/Tw Happie indeed,as wc haue fpentthe dav • 

Bother, we hauc done deedes of charitie* ^ 

^ade peace ofenmi tie, faire loue ofhatc* 

toongft llA 

by ralfc intelljgence,or wrong furmife, 

Hold 


of Richard the third. 

Hold me a foe, if/vnwittingly or in my rage, 

Hauc ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, 1 defirc 
To reconcile me to his friodly peace, 

Tis death to me to be at cnmitic. 

I hare it, and defire all good mens loue, 

FirftA/adamcjIintrcatpcaceofyou, 

Which I will purchafe with my dutious feruicc. 

Of you my noble coufen Buckingham, 

/feuer any gruge werclod’gd bctwecnc vs, 

Ofyou Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray ofyou. 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, ' 

Dukes, Earles, Lordes, gentlemen, in deed of all J 
I do not know that Englifh man a liuc. 

With whom my foule is any iottc at oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne tonight; 

1 thanke my God for my humilitie, 

A holy day fhall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded. 

My foueraigne liege I do befecch your Maieftic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace, 

GU, Why Madame, haue / ofFred loue for this, 

To be thus fcorned in this royall prefence.? 

Who knowGS not that the noble rtukeisdead? 

You do him iniuric to fcorne his coarfe. 

Who knovves not he is dead i who knowes he is? 
£Ih, All feeing heauen,what a world is this? 

Bue. Looke Ifo pale Lord Dorfet as the reft? 

Dor. / my good Lord, and no one in this prefence. 

But his red colour hath forfookc his chcekes. 

Kin. Is Clarence dead, the order was reuerff. 

Gh, ffut hc(poorc fou!e)by your firft order died, , 

And that a winged Mercury did bearc, 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, > 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that feme lelTc noble, and leficloyall, 

Necrer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goc currant from fufpuion, S:nUrl)Arhie, 

Day- 



